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had don* It. B* ut up, bowed hi* 
hand on hi* kna*a and began to ahalc* 
all over, partly from fury at the un- 
just fates, partly as the final lapse of 
his overtaxed and still eupersensltlv* 
nerves. 

A hand on his shoulder. A vole*, 
very low and not quit* steady, close 
to his ear. 

"Oh. don't do that!" 

He shook off the light touch. 

"I don't believe you're much hurt. 
Don't be a bum sport." 

A bum sport! From her! That was 
the limit. He glared up at her. 

"Oh. you go to blazes!" he snarled 
and dropped Ids head again. 

"All right. If you feel that way 
about It." The voire had hardened. 
He heard the rustle of her dress, her 
low-toned speech with her escort, and 
presently the throb of the departing 
car. 


In desper a tely, “It's a rotten, sneak- 
ing trick you're working on me, but 
I've got to stand for It, I suppose. 
Will you take my lot and five hundred 
dollar* to boot? Here'e a hundred 
cash to bind the bargain, and here’s 
the agreement to sell. Sign on the 
dotted line. What do you say?’ 

"Is that really all Its worth to 
you?’ 

For an Instant a sickening qualm 
shot through him. Was she only 
playing with him? Had she discover- 
ed the secret of the rocky mound her- 
eelf? No; If she had she'd be asking 
more. 

"That's every cent.” he replied with 
outer firmness. 

"Very well.” She took the pen 
which he extended and, after a mo- 
mentary hesitancy, affixed her signa- 
ture. 

"Here's your hundred. Sign the ro- 
eelpt. too. please." 


• "With the pre t ty beryls?* ehe In. 
qulred Innocently. 

“Blather the pretty beryls! Witt 
you. If you. want to know. Tou — I— 
well, that's the reason I couldn't re 
through with the deal. If It had beer 
anybody else I might have." 

m * a * 

H ER hat drooped a little more 
overshadowlngly, but her voice 
was quite brisk aa she reminded him 
*T thought you earns here on bus j 
ness? Is that your idea of talking 
business?" 

"It's all talked." ea!d he dleoonro- 

lately. 

"Not at all. How about our form, 
lng a littla partnership to work thu^ 
mine of ours? D'you call It a ml:.* 
or what?' 

"What kind of a partnership?* 

"Oh. we'll let the lawyers fix tha'. 
Tou see. I need some on* I can tru> 
to run the place, and you need e 
open-air Ilf* for your por • 

nerve# ' 

"No, I don't. I'm cured of all tha i 
foolishness." At this *o queer a II'- 
tie smile crinkled the corner of he: 
mouth, visible to him that he cried 
angrily; 

"Whit do you know about m* 
nerves?" 

"Not much." she soothed him 
"Just a hint or two that I picked ur 
from pr. Weston. He's a wonderful 
physician, don't you think?" 

"He s a rotten physician. ” asserted 
the other passionately. "He put m* 
out here to be cured and the cure :* 
worse than the disease." 

"How unflattered she'd be — not that 
I know who she is — if she heard be: - 
seif called a disease." ruminated the 
mischievous Miss Nellis. She stretched 
out her hands. "Help me up, please 
As he drew her to her feel be sa» 
for the fl*st time, til# left comer of 
her smiling -Up. A deeply discolor* i' 
patch marked It. At this he stared t- 
fascinated dismay. 

"That's what you did," ehe aoruse : 
nodding at him. But her hands r« 
malned In hls. 

"I've done enough." he sa d 
hoarsely. 

She shook her head; her eye- 
danced at him. "Not enough." s • 
contradicted, "or else too much, lVh ■ 
are you staring so queerly. Tou— y- 
don't see any No-trespass elgn ther. 
do you?" 

A moment, a rather long momtt 
later she was adjusting a small cross 
of courtplaster which had inexplli - 
ably become displaced. "The X." eh* 
Observed a little catehtly. "marks th* 
spot where the crime was commltte 
... And expiated." she added 
after another interlude. "What' 
again? Don't you reallxe that we'te 
got business to talk over still? Whs 
about the partnership?" 

"Oh. we'll let the minister tlx that 
said Gilbert the Digger, ecs tat kail 
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years old. When are you going to 
buy me a trowel and rake? I want to 
grub In my new property." 

"Wait a week. Did you nee my 
other patient?’ 

"That violet-eyed grouch! He's 
awful. No boy has any right to eyes 
like that with long, curly lashes to 
make 'em worse. Girly stuff." 

"He can't help his eyes. He came 
by 'em honestly; I used to know hls 
mother, years ago." 

"Oh. did you?' Miss Nellis' own 
eyes regarded him with suspicion. 
"So that's It. I wondered why the 
special Interest in him. Telling me 
to be nice and friendly with my 
neighbor on the development. Well, 
it was all wasted. He's about as 
friendly as a rattlesnake." 

The physician chuckled. "I told 
you hls nerves were a little on edge.” 

"You told me he needed a gentle 
stimulus. As a gentle stimulus to 
vidlet-eyed nerve wrecks t thought I 
might do. But I don't." 

"All that 1 hoped of you." said the 
doctor with aqpnrent Innocence, "was 
that you might give him a renewed 
interest in life by making love to him 
a little." 

•'Me? 1 don't make love to men," 

said Miss Nellis primly. "Sometimes 
they make love to me." she added less 
primly. 

"No! Do they?” marveled Ur. Wes- 
ton. "1 wonder why?" 

The girl began to chuckle very 
much as she had chuckled at Gilbert 
Hayden's toilful agony. "H> hasn't 
been working on his lot."* 

"He hasn't !" iJr. Weston's words 
snapped. "Don't tell me th young' 
slacker has been shirking?' 

"Not that, either. It'# too good to 
keep. Promise you won't tell? Sol- 
emn. silent, strlke-you-dead oath?" 


O NE asset and one liability In- 
accurately balanced the ex- 
istence of young Mr. Gilbert 
Hayden. The asset was sev- 
eral square rods of New Jersey. The 
liability was a ruined life. He had 
acquired the asset as an offset to the 
liability, on hls physician's advice. 

"Tou buy a lot somewhere," said 
wise old Dr. Weston, who had prac- 
ticed for thirty years In Morristown, 
to which young Hayden had removed 
hi* personal wreckage, "and build your- 
self a shack on It with your own 
hands. By the time It's done you'll 
have sweated her out of your sys- 
tem." 

"Who said anything about a her?" 
demanded the patient with the ex- 
asperation of badly frazzled nerves. 

“When a young fool qf twenty-four 
can't sleep o' nights and drops fifteen 
pounds weight and loses his appetite 
for anything heartier than bootleg 
whisky there's usually the flutter of 
a ekirt somewhere. Wouldn't she 
marry you?* 

"No; she wouldn't." growled the 
youth. 

'That's lucky." opined the brutal 
doctor, “for both of you." 

Toung Mr. Hayden deemed it most 
unlucky for himself and highly rep- 
rchensible on the part of Miss Zelda 
Trefayne. then singing with marked 
sucoess a minor but piquant part In 
1 hat Broadway triumph, 'The Musical 
Mlxup." Early In the previous spring 
Zelda had picked him up. dusted him 
off. and finding him an amusing and 
attractive human toy, petted him 
quite as much as was good for either 
of them. But when he developed 
matrimonial ambitions, she. helng a 
sensible and honest Individual, was 
surprised and disconcerted. 

"Who. me?" said ehe. "What do 
you want to do that for? You're only 
a kid. and I'm twenty-seven if l'm a 
day. When 1 marry. It'll he real 
••ash. In fact. I'm looking him over 
now. Forget It. lioney." Gllbeit 
pampered his wounded egotism with 
so profound a fit of the sulks that hls 
Private and positive diagnosis of a 
broken heart seemed in a fair way 
'© be Justified until he fell into the 
hands of Dr Weston 


HE was gone. He was glad of It. 
1 He hoped she'd never come back. 


T HE physician crossed his hands 
on hls chest and closed his eyes 

solemnly. 

"All right. Ille's working on my 
lot." 

"Your lot? What the " 

"Grading it. and getting all the 
mean little stones out. and fixing It 
so neat and pretty for my garden. 
Only, he thinks It's for hls bunga- 
low." 

"How does he get thai way? Has 
hls brain gone wrong?" 

"Some mix-up over the numbering 
of the parcels. I suppose. He's 16 M 
arid I'm 16 N and he got the wrong 
location; that's all." 

"But surely he'll Identify the Sign 
sooner or later." 

"He might." agreed the girl plac- 
idly. "if I hadn't changed 'em. That 
was after he put up hls hateful 'No 
Trespassing' board " 

For tlio ensuing fortnight Mr. Gil- 
bert Hayden led the life of a side- 
show The brown girl was exhibitor 
and ballyhoo. Whoever her com- 
panion chanced to be — and he was 
usually young, male and good look- 


G ILBERT attacked the burdock 
growth on hls plot with sus- 
tained fury and terrific slaughter. 
Having cleared the land, lie bull: him 
a tool abed and proceed with grim 
determination to grade his property. 
Hls hands blistered with toil His 
nose peeled with the sun His temper 
got worse and worse. He hated 
everything and everybody and par- 
ticularly Dr. Weston. But he began 
to get occasional night's sleep Into 
the deep weariness of which troublous 
dreams of Zelda did not penetrate 
One day he began to whistle at his 
work. The very tuxt afternoon trou- 
ble arrived. 

She eat on a rocky mound, with 
back-tilted head, delightedly breath- 
ing the eprlng. She was a golden- 
brown creature, brown of skin, brown 
of garb, ruddy brown of wayward 
hair, with russet gleams and dreams 
Her hat. a small 


about the elgn. Waen't it?' 

••Yes." 

"Well, you ought to be very much 
ashamed of yourself." she asserted 
primly. ' Never mind: I know that I 
can trust you now,” she concluded 
triumphantly. 

■'Maybe you can.” he blurted out. 
"but 1 can't trust myself." 


' Futurists Expressing Phenomena 


(Continued from' First rage 1 


r.ler all the time. He went grimly 
on working. 

There came a heavy, moist, tepid 
May morning when all ambition oozed 
out of the Hayden eoul. Dead, drab 
monotony. Ho would almost have 


In her tawny eyes 
snd impudent affair, teetered airily on 
a willow as If it might burst Into 
song at any moment. Her slender 
body, bent forward to let her hands 
join about her knees, seemed to pul- 
sate to the urgency of the warm, 
sweet earth. 

Toung Mr. Hayden Interrupted his 
work long enough to give her one 
glance of savage gloom. What was 
she doing on his property, anyway? 
Should he ask her? No; why bother? 
He returned to hi* shoveling. 

Fifteen minutes passed. The tres- 
passer said i 

"Don't you ever stop to rest?" 

The toller amid. "No." 

That ended that. Ten minutes more 
passed. The girl said: 

••I wish you'd tell me what you're 
doing?' 

"Grading this lot? 

"Yes; hut why?' 

To build a bungalow on." 

The deeper hues turned golden in 
her eye# as she opened them very 
wide; but she began to chuckle. 
"That** funny." she remarked. "That's 
vary funny. Tou don't really know 


TO THE I.UNK AND A I, AHMED SPECTATOR IT SEEMED THAT SOME ONE MIGHT WELL BE KILLED OK HKKIOtSLV DAMAGED. 


the cow's head with ! transmitted through ether reman J 
pail, the sun coming true regardless of our likes or dis- 
likes. The progressive peraou de- 
lights in the new discovery and ha 
tens to enjoy its poeslbllltles. 

"And so with advanoed art; v* 
don't know what it will be. for it Is 
only beginning, but far-seeing Indi- 
viduals will be quick to recognize it* 
merit, for true artists would not bend 
their life efforts toward the produ :- 
tlon of a sham. 

"New art Is a great endeavor t • 
express In plastlo form the tremen- 
dous forces of the age. to give Bh- 
eration to the hidden potentialtlea of 
artlrtic expression, and If the world 
docs not understand. It means a loss 
both to humanity and to the strug- 
gling artist. 

"1 have worked for twenty years on 
'Man Triumphant.' seeking to em- 
body this new titanic spirit of im- 
age In a classical form, and some day 
I hope to produce the Ideal." 

When one glances at the two art 
extremes evolved by David Edstrom. 
and then contemplates their union in 
tlio third group, he cannot help buL 
feel that the ideal has been realize^ 
and a masterpiece bequeathed to t?ie 
world. 


She shook her head slowly. "1 
don't want It." 


a threatening attack of the chuckles | and shaky. He thrust oi 
again. the original kind) . . . j appeal toward her. '1 
Maybe he would, if he could afford j minute." he Implored. 

It. . . . Oh. well; she wouldn't be She Ignored him. ' The 
dear. Not to him. anyway. What did around here, somewhere.' 
he do. anyway, besides shovel dirt the large youth, 
like a human steam-scoop? . . . "Rlght-o!" returned th; 
Half of every day he was a designer; cheerfully, and advanced 
new advertising Ideas and that sort Gilbert swung hla pic) 
9f thing, out of which he would some off my property or I'll br 
day derive vaat wealth and glory. Toung Mr. Holton ce: 


up on one side and a shower oi rain 
on the other. Hls work, when com- 
pleted. elves the Impressions of an 
entire summer within the narrow 
limits of hls picture. 

"Similarly, an expressionist, if ask- 
ed to paint a 'dance.' would Indicate a 
glowing cigarette In one corner, a 
few violin strings In another, a grin- 
ning mouth, a sleepy eye and a pow - 
der puff, and would thus convey an 
Idea of the entire affair without tax- 
ing hls mind with details. 

"Do not suppose that he does not 
know how to depict those details A 
great modernist must have a thor- 


A GAIN he took alarm. Without 
a cash consideration the deal 
was rot settled. "You have to take 
It." he Insisted. 

"I'll give It to you for that sign." 
"What do you want of that thing?' 
he demanded In astonishment. 

T want It." she replied In a die- 
away voice, "to remind me that men 
were deceivers ever." 

Laughing at him again, was she! 
"It comes well from you to talk about 
deceit," he retorted. "Letting me 
work myself to the bono on your 
property and then charging me for 
my own labor. I guess that's fair 
and decent — from a girl's point of 
view!" 

"What do you know about girls' 
'points of view?" she came back at 
him. "Tou don't suppose I ever meant 
to take your money, do you? I didn't 
really Intend to let you go on work- 
ing here, but you were so mean and 
petty and snappish I Just thought it 
would do you good to work It out. 
like poison In your system. And any- 
way, you had no excuse to break your 
promise when you gave your word. 

honor-brlght-and-bound." 

"1 forgot.” he said lamely. 


ear stopped The brown girl got out. 
Did she hesitate and glance at him? 
At any rate, she didn't laugh. That 
was something. ... No; she was 
walking aimlessly across the landscape 
away from him. Oh, well! He swung 
hla pick. The rock shattered around 
his feet. 

Whence had the storm come? A 
ptiff of hot wind, a rush of cold air. 
a high, sustained roar overhead as If 
spring itself had turned Berserker, 
and the solid column of the rain came 
charging across the flat. He saw 
the brown girl running lightly ahead 
of it, surmount a fence, leap a ditch, 
gain the road and reaoh her car In 
a gallant sprint. Just as the first 
drops overtook her. Meantime he had 
taken refuge In hls tool house. 
Something seemed to bo wrong with 
her car; the engine wouldn't start. 
Through hls half open door he could 
see her desperately manipulating the 
levers. She jumped out and under- 
took to lift the hood, but the sav- 
agery of the rain beat her back to 
shelter. The roadway became a gel- 
low smear, perilous to any wheel. 
Then the whirr of the conquered en- 
gine was borne downward to him. 
The runabout moved, gathered head- 
way. seemed to drift to leeward as a 
tremendous burst of wind struck it, 
and slithered to the ditch's edge, where 
|t precariously hung at a threatening 
angle. 

Catching up a rubber ponoho Gil- 
bert dashed to the rescue. He Jerked 
open the door. The brown girl was 
huddled back In the corner. Little 


business woman. He himself was all 
made up Internally as a business man. 
the hard-boiled variety, the kind that 
says "Business Is business" and under 


"Tes. mins. Tou've been working 
the wrong lot. Here's the map and 
the deed." 

* * * » 

M echanically he took the 
papers. Therein waa Indubitably 
set forth the ownership of Nancy Neills 
In the parcel on which they stood. 

“Th-th-then.” stuttered the stricken 
Interloper, "the m-m-mound belongs 
to you and not to ms." 

Tf does. And It's going to stay 
there. I like 1 L" 

“And I've done all my work for 
nothing." 

“For me." corrected Miss Neills 
with a happy smile. 

The large, young Mr. Holton burst 
Into a loud, appreciative guffaw. Gil- 
bert walked over to the other. 

"Tou think this Is funny, don’t 
you?' 

‘TH say it's funny." asseverated the 
escort. 

"Well, what do you think of that?" 
Synchronously, with the final word, 
Mr. Holton received and absorbed a 
fiat-palmed smack on the Jaw, which 
sounded like a toy pistol. 

The two young gentlemen then 
rushed Into a fervent embrace. The 
visitor was half as big again as the 
home talent, but the letter's weeks of 
toll had sinewed him like a wildcat 
and he fought with earnest feline 
sincerity. 

To the alone and alarmed spectator 
It seemed that some one might well be 
killed or seriously damaged, but that 
the victim waa more likely to be the 
son of toll than the son of ease. Ar- 
bitration occurred to her as timely. 
Shb essayed It first by verbal appeal, 
and without the slightest effect, then 
with the Interposed handle of the pick 
which only seemed to Intensify mat- 
ters. and finally, a a the combatants 
swung apart for breath, by the ob- 
stacle of her own Blender body. It 
waa an 111 -advised move. Gilbert, 
lunging wildly forward to resume. 


a self-respecting murderer would 
shrink. By hook or crook, probably 
the latter, he was going to acquire 
possession of Lot 16 N. which he had 
so disastrously mistaken for hls own 
16 M. Of Its probable value he now 
possessed a fair estimate, for he had 
been surreptitiously working the ser- 
pentine lode for five nights, end the 
rewards of hla criminal operations 
were astounding. 

As he approached the treasure spot 
end beheld the brown girl busy with 
a trowel on the level which he had 
so painfully graded, a thrill which he 
Identified as sheer hatred ran through 
his veins. Even Zelda Trefayne’s 
maltreatment of his feelings re trek t- 
ed into the background. 

As be crossed the limits of No. 16 
N be delivered himself of a chill. In- 
troductory cough. The brown girl 
half lifted her head, glanoed coldly 
In hls direction, pointedly in the di- 
rection of the ,"No Trespassing" sign 
(now conspicuously ornamented with 
her name), and reverted to her work. 

'Tve come on business." he stated. 

"Business? With me?’ 

"Tes. I want to buy your lot." 

‘It Isn't for sale.” She sat down, 
selected a small bush from a bundle, 
and proceeded to scoop out a hole for 
Its reception. 

"I'll trade you mine for It," he of- 
fered persuasively. "Mine’s a better 
one; flatter and nearer the road. 
What do you say T 

She considered for a moment. "But 
yours isn't Improved," she pointed out 
calmly. 

~ "Improved! Well, Tm " He 

stifled hls natural expression of re- 
sentment, realising that this was an 
occasion for diplomacy. "Tours Isn't 


Patient Toilers. 


x iCCB Has been written of the uong 
* ^ derful patience of the monkish 
scribes of the middle ages, who were 
willing to devote an entire life to 
copying and embellishing a single 
hook. The field of modern science is 
full of effort that Is equally pro- 
longed. equally painstaking, and In 
numerous cases equally obscure. In 
the great observatories of Europe and 
America there are men who are 


proper to Its weakness as a plea. 
"That's likely, isn't It. with the thing 
staring you In the face every minute.” 

“There were other things that — 

that " Hls head was buzzing with 

the desire to square himself with her, 
even though she hadn't been quite 
square with film — or had ahe, after 
all? — but be couldn't well do It with- 
out betraying the great secret. Until 


there 

spending their lives In entering In big 
books, night by night, figures that 
to make up tables from 


disturbing angle, and strolled a few 
|MM away- to the side of the mound 
Where ahe seemed to be alternately 
examining a signboard and consult- 


merely go 
which our descendants centuries hence 
shall be able to calculate the preces- 
sion of tho equinoxes. 

It lias been said that perhaps the 
most monumental life tasks of the 
last hundred and twenty-five years 
have been In the domain of botany, 
wherein certain astonishingly Inde- 
fatigable scientists have undertake^ 
lo make a flora each of hla own 
country. In these works we shall 
have not merely* a list of all the 
plants of a country, 


tag a document which she had taken 
ftom her pocket. When she returned 
ah* waa undergoing some sort of In- 
ner struggle which ended In her com- 
plete surrender to amusement. 

Gilbert dropped hla shovel, stood up 
straight and glared the best glare he 
had In stock. It worked. The girl 
sobered down. 

"Good-by," she said quite plead- 
ingly. But there waa a suspicious 
twinkle somewhere back of the ap- 
parent meekness 

•Good-by," he barked. 

•Gome again I” she Insinuated. As 
♦Me elicited no response ehe added: 
•1 waa thinking of coming back to- 
morrow. Teat Not Oh. well; Juat 


"Anyway, you won't need It- I'll 
promise never to corns on your prop- 
erty." 

For some reason this failed to fill 
him with the satisfaction which It 
should havo inspired. 

"Boeldes. my name Is signed to it. 
Can I go dig it up now?" 

•TU dig It myself.” 

He got hls spade from hls tool 
shack, mounted-the little asoent and 
started to work. The brown girl rose, 
followed, and sat down near him un- 
der tho screening bat to watch the 
process. Presently she Inquired! 

"Why are you so anxious to own 
this particular piece of property If 
yours la better?' 

"Sentiment." he snapped 


Jersey decayed and flaky. Of a mid- 
den the proprietor of lot IS M, aban- 
doning pick and shovel and forgetful 
oven of hls hat. left that place on a 
run. The matter of the offending 


but a full a&-i 
count and description of every plat/J 
Some Idea of such a task may bj 
Illustrated by one or two special 
cases. The Italian flora that Prof. 
Filippo Parlatore began In 1846 was 
not completed until 1894. But it was 
not completed by Parlatore himself, 
he had long since gone to hls reward 
Prof. Teodor Caruel finished the work. 

In this country Prof. Asa Gray, dis- 
tinguished American botanist, began 
the "Flora of North America" at 
about hls twenty-fifth year. Th* 
first number appeared in 1828 . Gray 
died in 1888 , and the work was only 
about half finished. During the fifty 
year* that Gray tolled la this work 
UQOXXTIIISB th* question comas, ^ ^ was never Interrupted tor 
d T* It worth while to enrtoh BorB than a brief period. 

Ilf*, or should we b* satisfied with S lr Joseph Hooker began the "Flora 
what we have? The world cannot of Br itish India" something over sixty 
stand still, though, and aa it must yea r, ago. Op.* volume of It remain! 
move f°rw*rd « krezn " w^gunWst* uduVS! 

not our aim be to help It progress . , incomnlete. although It Is steadily 


accuracy of hls eye In determining 
real color values corrected the Im- 
pressions of my unt reined eye. end I 
saw green where before I might have 
seen red. 

"If pearls weren't known in th* 
world you would have to educate peo- 
ple until they realized their beauty 


Hls con- 
science was doing uneasy things deep 
Inside him. 

"I should think you were about aa 
sentimental aa a fence post.” she 
opined. “Tn the sentimental one. try- 
ing to play fair, letting you off easy 
on your bargain, and Just because, 
though you're hateful and spiteful a a 
—as a woman, and your word Isn’t 
worth a peanut-shuclg there wag Jut 
a minute. Jut a weeny bit of a min- 
ute when I almost liked you." 

He dropped hls spade abruptly. 
"When was that?" he demanded. 

"Never mind when It waa. It Isn't 
now. And it never will be again." 

* a * * 

^ bent over the better to see her 
face. That portion of It visible 
beneath the hat brim seemed very 
young and innocent and appealing; 

disconcertingly so. considering what 

a dirty trtok he was about to pat bver 


•»*.* «K>k JH- 1 /eel nhS* »▼* 


